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That: May Day was a InUrions affair. You heard die song of the
Legion of Vichy right and loft. In the afternoon we boarded the
train.
"You're sure it's all right?" I asked my two navigation officers.
Yes, it was all right. They were sure of it. I wasn't; and after a time
said this is funny, we shouldn't he beside the sea. Yet the sea was
there. Then the door of the compartment opened and a gendarme
came in.
"Your papers," he said,   "Are you going to Spain?"
Theiv. was something bitterly wrong somewhere. We recited
our tale, which had been embellished with a new detail, that we
wore going into the mountain to work as wood-cutters.
"Then^s  no  forest  at------," the gendarme said.    He added,
"It's forbidden to travel in the international train.   I'll be waiting
for you when we get there.'1   lie went out.
"Hut this/7 I said, "must be the train to Spain, the one train we
wanted to avoid from the start."
A passenger asked what was the trouble.   I said I didn't know.
"The (Jestapo is everywhere/' the passenger said.
The train stopped. It was our destination. That seemed to be
the end of my trip to England. Albert was at the window and said
the gendarme had got off and now we were lost. I looked out
through the other window and saw a tram was pulling out in the
opposite direction, I opened the door and told them to jump for it.
The train was already gathering speed as we got into it, market-bag
and all.   "I only asked you to find out about------," I said to Pierre,
"and you couldn't even do that."
We got olT at a wayside station and went to the local inn and
asked for a room. We put ourselves down as three Belgians.
Upstairs the argument about the wrong train went on and we lost
our tempers. *" Pierre danced about the room and was rather
hysterical. I beat him. I felt the better for it, so did Albert; but
later I was sorry, because his nose wouldn't stop bleeding. Thus
ended the rst of May
Next morning we ate breakfast downstairs, and from the window
saw two frontier guards on horseback coining down the road.
Then came a gendarme, a little later two gendarmes. We went and
found another inn, which was quiet and off the road. As there was
nobody I could credit even with a spark of sense, I worked out the
route on the map. It seemed that if we left at night we could get
to the village of B before dawn. But we wouldn't take the road,
and there was a river to be crossed. I sent out Albert to reconnoitre,
and wrote down on a piece of paper what I wanted. He came back